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Can sweeter task en this our earth be given, 

To sentient man, than planting flowers for heaven. 
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PREFACE. 



In these flower-loving days a choice 
bouquet is esteemed an almost requisite 
in the adornment of a belle on her presen- 
tation at Court, and in some Countries, 
even a Peasant will sacrifice the last sou 
for a flower to decorate her person or her 
home. Thus many a beauty of nature 
has been placed in the breast, where, 
perhaps, " The Rose of Sharon," that 
graceful flower, without which none can 
appear at the Court of the " King of 
Kings," is comparatively unkx^o^xv- 



IV 



It was, therefore, the original design of 
the Author in these lines to supply a 
medium to her own Pupils through which 
they might become familiarized with it, 
and having produced the proposed eflfect 
of interesting them, she at the suggestion 
of a friend, presumes to submit her eflForts 
to those who may desire to blend religious 
instruction with " Every-Day Life," and 
trusts the design may atone for her need 
of indulgence. 

Stokes Hall, 

Ham, Surrey, 



September y 1853. 
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I. 



C|i €\m flf Ipearls. 



Another step, another step, 

Then comes the final day ! 
' Time's moments as fair pearls are set 

Along the lengthened way. 
But say, as on our path they're flung. 

And counted one hy one ; 
As on each passing hreath they're hung, 

Exhaled by every sun. 
May we so wear the chain away, 

As a thing of nought bestowed ; 
While gems and jewels of a day. 

Are treasured as a good ; 
Nay, gems and jewels are esteemed 

According as, they 're rare ! 
And these, as hung on high, are deemed 

Essential as the air. 
For these we seek, for these we pray, 

Yet thread the dubious string ; 
As if far off ita UiQi\& \a.^. 

Till suddeu anap^ xVie «.^v\\\^- 

ft 
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II. 



itg Ws fair. 



CHILD. 

Don't bum that pretty grass Mamma ! 

'Tis what we call, My Lady's Hair. 
It speaks to me those gentle words 

So i^indly uttered by the Lord : — 
"If Grod so clothe the grass to-day, 

Which is to-morrow cast away ; 
Much more will He your wants supply, 

If ye on Him by faith rely, 

MAMMA. 

They must indeed, I think, my dear, 
Sound sweetly in the poor man's ear ; 

When he has need of daily bread, 
And children waiting to be fed. 

And tho' not poor, I have my share 

In them, thank God, who placed me here ; 
For ''British grasses " always tell 

Me, Jesus loves the Britons weU. 
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III. 



^xkx mii §mkx. 



Dishevelled hair, and dirty frock ; 
Indeed, my dear, Fm really shocked I 
You, always neat and clean should be, 
At dinner-hour especially. 
Neatness bespeaks a chastened mind, 
And order tells a heart refined ! 
Disorder leads to other ills, 
And mars the mind that grace should fill. 
Fve often thought how beautiful 
It was to hear the Saviour tell 
Disciples make the men to sit 
In otder, round His gracious feet ; 
Where there was grass — ^luxuriant turf- 
Spread, as it were, a tal^-cloth. 
He did not deem it 'neath His care, 
To place them thus and oiS&r prayer ; 
Altho' a miracle was need^ 
The iraiting multkade to £ee^. 
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IV. 



(^\t $t\mMkkB. 



HABY ANNE. 



I NETER get praised ; altho' I say 
My lessons far better than Emily Day. 
Can you tell me the reason Augusta? why 
She is often rewarded, and yet not I ? 



AUGUSTA. 



I could tell you why, if I did not fear 
You would think me partial in judging her. 

MABT ANNE. 

Nay, indeed I shall not ; now do, dear, say why I 
And my temper to quell, I will studiously try. 

AUGUSTA. 

^ut I still have another more aeiiouB dreaA^ 
-^^t the truth should still higher exa\t yowT Va^. 



THE SCHOOLFELLOWS. 13 



MART ANKE. 



Ah !, now you know I am not vain, 
So 70U need not repeat your misgivings again. 
Indeed they are groundless, FU prove it to you, 
If you tell me the cause, and I think it quite true. 

AUGUSTA. 

Yes, no doubt,, Mary Anne I but that is not the way 
Our defects to discover ! To make others say , 
What we think of ourselves — and admit of no flaw 
In the opinion we form— making it a strict law ; 
The only condition I make with you is. 
You will not go away and pronounce me a quiz. 

MART ANNE. 

I never would use so unkind an expression, 
When you tell me the truth about my ugly lesson. 

AUGUSTA. 

Then to satisfy you, tho' I like not the term 
You have used now — ^which does my opinion confirm- 
I will tell you the cause of Miss Day's approbation. 
And your own frequent failure without an evasion. 
Her talents though few Bh!& iSkske^ ^^^^'cXx^ \#2k >^^ \ 
While you, who have more, like ^pQ«aft»Kvssi^^''^^*^' 
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V. 



ij\t Sprrofo. 



See'st thou that sparrow ? 

Whose unruffled plume 

Leaves not the bre«ze a space to cleave apart. 

Let but the morrow's sun its course resume — 

A flash — perchance of light, perchance a dart, 

And death ensues, to turn it into dust ; 

Yet e'en this dart must take its warrant first. 

From out the hand of an Almighty power. 

To bid it fall ; ere yet a future hour 

Had flitted past, this volant little thing ; 

And struck another buoyant on the wing. 



^:5^(R5^sr9 
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VI. 



t;|t §mxm iprmnt. 



Mamma, said Grace, I gave my last new toya 

To little Kate, because she made a noise ; 

And all the rest, I gave to little Mary, 

Tho' she is often naughty and contrary ; 

As you have said youll give me better things, 

Such as shall make my heart with gladness sing, 

MAMMA. 

But are you sure that I shall keep my word ? 
Do you not doubt it ? think, can I afford ! 

CHILD. 

Quite sure. Mamma ; you know you often buy 
Me toys and things, tho' you yourself deny 
Some pleasures, tkiat yow ixi^j ^^Qpt\\o&'^«^> 
Then in return, 1 try "Nlaixvui^^ ^» ^^eaafc* 



16 THE GENEROUS PRESENT. 

MAMMA. 

My Grace, I leam'd this lesson from the Lord, 
Who gave Himself, that He might well afford. 
Us to supply with all we wish or need ; 
Our clothing, houses, bread, our strength to feed. 
Now list, my Grace, He gives you far above 
What I can give ; and only asks your love. 
Besides, He gives to such as are contrary. 
As you your toys bestowed on little Mary ; 
And these He'll give you, if you will believe. 
As you, my dear, my promise now receive. 



«3:^O^S^ 
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vn. 



i,\t gdl '^tskxtit. 



Brightex up, brighten up ! 

My new doll is found ; 

I can trip away now as on fairy ground. 

I know dear, you thought her as pretty as yours ; 

And never was prettier doll to be sure. 

I was seeking her sad, when I met our Ann, 

Who showed her to me ; yes, and think if you can, 

Where her ladyship was while I moaned her with grief! 

Why Miss Ward had removed her, to keep her quite safe. 

And tho' I had sought her again, and again, 

I could not espy the snug place she was in. 

FRIEND. 

Then Miss Ward was your friend, tho' a friend in disguise. 
To preserve in her keeping what you so much prize. 
You remember dear, do you not? when Mamma died, 
How unceasing your sobs were, how sadly you cried ; 
And she told us, ah, yes ; I can never forget, 
What I knew not till then, that the Saviour had set 
Up our treasures in heaven, toVee^ ^i^veoi. «aSa^^«fc^ 
Where un withered, unwit\ierui^,t\v«Y^^^' v!iR»X5D^s«»«Kt^ 
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vin. 



C^e Cdor isxib ^s |p«pi(. 



rupiL. 

You know our woodman's iittle Joe, 

Who on our errands alwajs goes, 
Well, Sir ! last night the snn had set, 

E're he could to his father's get ; 
So he was sauntering on alone, 

And hoping soon to see the moon ; 
When something struck him in the way. 

Which made him start, and cry, hey day ! 
O dear ! he was in such a friglit, 

When he found out he was not right. 
Instead of keeping in the road. 

He'd turned aside into the wood ; 
And tried to trace the way heM been ; 

But by that means went farther in. 
Darker and dense the thicket g;rcw •, 
Aad not one step he went Vie \a\«w \ 
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Till late the moon glanced thro' the trees, 
And then he found his way with ease — 

Turned to the right, and crossed the moor, 
And whistling, reached the cottage door. 

TUTOR. 

This boy too aptly represents 

Mankind ; all are on errands sent. 
The sun arose at early day. 

To shine upon him all the way ; 
But ere it reaches noon-tide height, 

He's farther wrong than in the right. 
Instead of keeping the high road 

That leads him to his father's Gk)d ; 
He strays into a mazy path, 

Forsakes his God, forsakes his faith. 
Deeper, more dense, the thicket grows, 

And sets the sun that on him rose ; 
Till Jesus shines upon his path. 

And to him kindly whispering saith, 
" I am the truth, the life, the way ; 

Who follows me shall never stray." 
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IX. 



i.\t iang|lg €^k 



A NAUGHTY child is a fit sight, 

To stay an angel in his flight ; 
As hither and thither he is flying, 

To see the dead, and soothe the dying. 
Perhaps this child the next may be, 

And he is looking down to see 
The follies he must register. 

Within his book beyond the stars. 
If such a child there be ; alone. 

Let her remember, and then own 
Her follies, and her sins as past. 

And seek forgiveness for the last. 
And Jesus says, she is forgiven ! 

Since He has paved the way to heaven, 
With promises of mercy — ^for 

The penitent believer — nor 
Sh&U foe, from God e'er separate 
The child that every sin dotVi \ialft. 
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X. 



i^\t I'aUing leaf. 



The last leaf was falling, and as it whirled by, 
The gentle air breathed an embrace with a sigh. 
I iiave fanned thee, and fed thee, its tones seem'd to say. 
And must I now leave thee alone in decay ? 



THB LEAF. 



You need not regret me when I'm no more seen ; 
Other leaves will succeed me, more vividly green ; 
Their umbrageous beauty will solace your grief, 
And compensate thus for your poor fallen leaf. 



^=z^<S^^^^^3 
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XI. 



Copsg wdh €h. 



TOPSY. 

Miss Eva ! if there were no sunlight. 

What a drear world it would be ! 
I should not like to live — should you ? 

If we could not see the trees. 
The moon and stars are very sweet, 

But then they are so small ; 
They only show us round our feet, 

And not far off at all ! 

EVA. 

They are not small my child, nor nigh, 
As they to you appear ; 
^ut being far up in the sky, 
We cannot see them clear. 
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TOP8Y. 

Then the sun is nearer I suppose, 

That we can see so plain ; 
I looked one morning when I rose 

Right across the Ohio main. 
Do you love to see the glaring sun 

On the water as it rolls ? 
And seems to glitter on^ and on 

Like fields of shining gold. 

EVA. 

Yes Topsy, I like it as much as you 5 

But I shall leave it soon 
For a brighter place. Don't start ! 'tis inm ; 

Far, far above the moon. 

TOPST. 

You make me sad, when you this say ; 

Too sad — indeed you do ; 
I cry my heart quite, quite away, 

Because I can't go too. 
I would be good as you — and pray ; 

But 'tis no use to try, 
Poor niggers never go thai nv^iy 

Because they're black — \\iaA!>& Vvv^ \ 
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EVA. 

You make me sad, too, Topsy — see 

I know no reason why. 
When the bright angel comes for me 

Hell pass poor Topsy by. 

TOPST. 

Oh, no ! if I could get white skin ; 

They tell me all in heaven 
Are beautiful, as is the sun 

On the Ohio risen. 
Black slaves don't see this place, you know ! 

But you are beautiful ! 
They're oiily laid in the eai'th below ; 

I know not, cannot tell. 

EVA. 

All Christians go to heaven — 'tis fact ! 
So pray be good and try. 

TOPSY. 

I am not a Christian — I'm a black I 
And not fit for the sky. 
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EVA. 

The sunshine of heaven makes all white. 

Besides, 'tis not the skin ! 
But hearts as pure as angel light, 

That God will there take in, 
Then do not fear ! Believe in Him, 

And have your sins forgiven, 
And Gt)d will make you free. Amen. 

There are no slaves in heaven, 



<fe^(R5^:* 
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xn. 



%\t f one #nes. 



Down in a deep, deep dell 

Lived a little flower ; 
Scarcely the sun ever fell 

O'er the lone bower, 
'Neath which the petals raised. 

Their snowy, snowy heads ; 
Yet He who named its place, 

With dews, and breezes fed. 
So many a lone, lone cottager. 

On heath, or moor, is hid ; 
No guardian seeks her lowly door, 

To dry the tear-dewed lid, 
Save He, who the whispered prayer had caught. 

And heard the distant sigh ; 
Hell not esteem it 'neath his thought. 

Or pass the widow by. 



XIII. 



f |( ip^fermt 



1 WOULD not exchange my English home, 
For all the lands whither you might roam ; 
They may, it is true, have golden stores, 
But we have our gold in the Gospel ores. 
They may glow in the sun of their warmer spheres, 
Yet we have our glow in the heart's warmth here. 
Their stars may be brighter, yet lucid rays 
Shine far brighter to us in our Father's gaze. 
Then depilct not their gains, nor their beauties to us, 
For to each repetition we'll answer you thus. 
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XIV. 



g^t llopi |a% 



D^G, ding, ding, ding, ding, ding, dong ; 
So rang the bells, so ran the song 
Of Julia Ball on her birth-day, 
As with a gift she tripped away. 
Meeting her Governess who thus said, 
What is it turns your giddy head ? 

CHILD. 

Not giddy Ma'am, 'tis real joy ! 
Such gifts ! do see this pretty toy ! 
'Tis the royal party seated round ! 
One of them is Victoria crowned. 
The others wear a coronet ; 
There is not one without ! all fit 
For coronaticm-day, when they 
The greatest ornaments display. 
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GOVERNESS. 

And is there not a place for yon? 
Mamma, and me, and brothers too ? 
May we not with the party sit } 
Or are our dresses not quite fit ? 

CHILD. 

Indeed ma'am, no ! how can they be, 
Fit for such royal company } 

GOYERNBSS. 

Right, love ! and yet we're told of one 
Jesus, God's own great royal Son, 
Who has invited us to feast 
With Him tho' we're the very least ! 
E'en children may with Him sit down ! 
He has prepared for them a crown. 
And He will place it on all such 
As love Him very, very much. 

CHILD. 

Then may I love Him too ? and wear 
This crown when He invites me there? 

(GOVERNESS. 

Yes, child I and light and beauteous too. 
Is the dress He has prepared for you ! 
If you will fear and love ^\& x^asafc^ 
Then you shall ever 'weax \\ve ^^jo^a. 
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XV. 



JkMg d f He. 



And is it so, — and can it be, 

That another day has flown? 
Which moment of its space was free 

To fix a thought upon! 
It's narrow limits glided o'er 

The eye, — as a dream unfolds. 
Yet it fills a place in the books before 

The Throne — ^where its tale is told. 



fc5i<^^)^r9 



31 



XVI. 



%\t g% Siirse anb C|ifir. 



CHILD. 

Oh Nurse! a babe! — the little dear! 

How good you were to Ining it here ; 

I love all babes ; thej are so nice and smoott^ 

And have such littl& eye% and pretty mouth. 

NURSE. 

I'm glad the baby so much pleases you^ 

And hope youll try, my child, to please him too. 

O Nurse, Tm sure, I will do that ; 
And when his little feet pit-pat 
Across the Nuraety fLowt ^n^^^a^ 
VU teach him hp^v \iO «rgOC^. ««A.^«^. 
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NURSE. 



• Stay! not so fast, — you know not all ; 
He can instruct, tho' he's so small : 
Can teach you e're his mind can grasp 
What you propose, as his first task. 

CHILD. 

Teach me! Oh, Nurse, you're joking now, 
What can a sprite like baby know? 

NURSE. 

'Tis not what he can teach indeed. 

For he can neither write nor read ; 

Yet as a pen in Jesu's hand, 

He notes what you may understand. 

And when you've learned it first from him. 

You'll teach your brother back again. 

CHH,p. 

He teach me! Why, I'm almost ten. 

NURSE. 

Yet you must too be born again. 

CHILD. 

I born! O, Nurse, how can that be? 
Become just like the babe I see? 



THE BABY, NITRSE AND CHILD. 33 

NURSE. 

No, not in size, nor helpless lie 
Upon the lap, — ^nor dressed as I — 
This babe! whose features you admire, 
But Gk)d in jou new hearts requires ; 
These teach you to be meek and mild. 
And loving as a little child. 
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XVIL 



%\t MM\. 



The Sabbath sun shines brightest, 
And highest in the skies ; 

The soul seems then the lightest 
When Jesus bids it rise. 

'Tis then those sounds diminish 
Which stealthily intrude ; 

And the rajs of grace are finished^ 
When in the temple viewed. 
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XVIII. 



Cjjt llfflrmg Jlam 



The Queen has her own robing room, 

And each has her's to Court that come. 

Tve read a missionary tale 

That told upon the mind, 

It was of one in Kolala's vale, 

Who found herself behind. 

The coral-plastered church was there, 

And there were all beside ; 

Six couples to the place repaired ; 

But one without a bride. 

A pause ensued, — ^a titter ran 

The assembly around ; 

To see the individual stand, 

And no bride to be found. 



36 THE ROBING ROOM. 

The door was closed, — again it ope'd, 
And the missing one appeared ; 
The bridegroom seeing her he hoped 
To make his own — ^was cheered! 
But where was she when others came ? 
Strange absence! Where was she? 
For such no savage, wild or tame, 
Would seek to find a plea. 
Then where was she? Just at the door! 
Where she had often been before. 
Then why not enter? can you guess? 
Why, she stood there to change her dress. 
'Tis true! tho' strange! indeed 'tis true! 
The bridgroom went and found her so, 
And kindly helped the robe to place. 
That she might not be in disgrace. 
I think we cannot better use 
This tale, than blending Scripture views ! 
Was there a robe that she must wear 
For the occasion? new, and fair! 
Or stand without, or be disgraced. 
While others filled the appointed place! 
There is a nobler garment wrought. 
By Him who has the lesson taught! 
And whose assistance is required 
To invest with this bridal attire. 



THE ROBING ROOM. 37 

You know its name! It is the dress, 

So pearly white of holiness ! 

Not holiness of life alone, 

Which many wear — of work their own, 

With colouring of every hue ; 

Imperfect in its texture too ; 

But one outvieing these when worn, 

'Tis that in which Himself has shone. 
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XIX. 



Jfloral ^bmoniiion. 



Fragile earth-joys fail and fade ! 
They're suminer flowers— but annual, 
Grace— God's presence — is alone 
The flower that blooms perennial. 
Heaven the one— the skies its home, 
Its atmosphere serene ; 
The other wild — as nature's child, 
And fades ere scarce 'tis seen. 



fc2:^^^i)^5r9 
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A \m 



'§x^mt 



T*WA8 eve — ^I slept! for Jesus keeps 
His own, when night comes on. 
T'was mom! — ^I woke! — still Jesus smiled! 
His presence makes my sun. 



<teJ(g^^^5^te9 
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XX. 



^t JngH d % Jfbte. 



I LOVE when nascent spring appears 
To trace the nicely fancied spheres! 
To plant the bulbs — ^my mind thus sleeping 
In beauties while the buds are peeping. 
Nor should the taste excite surprise. 
Parterres exalt our energies! 
Was it not there that angels chased, 
The winged hours, when — Eve was placed, 
As guardian o'er the tests of love } 
And did not Grod come from above? 
And hover the enclosure o'er? 
And teach our parents to adore? 
Was it not there his presence first 
The path of sentient beings crossed? 
And Ah! Himself was there revealed. 
Tho' in angel-form concealed, 
His voice expressed — At cool of eve, 
Tho Holy Spirit sorely grieved\ 



41 THE ANGEL OF THE FLOWERS. 

Yet did it tell of future rest ; 

Yea, that same voice its inmates bless'd! 

Bless'd in a higher, pure'r sense! 

Conveyed the hope which innocence, 

Tho' perfect — ^while it spotless stood I 

Could not secure of endless good. 

All this it gave, and promised more 

Of his own essence than before. 

Shall I not then comniiinion hold 

With flowers? — As if of angel mould ! 

Since these the union seem to found, 

T'wist being set to tend the ground, 

And the Lord of all! who placed them there. 

And thought not flowers beneath his care! 

Else why issue his high mandate 

To keep them where himself had set ? — 

I love then much at dewy mom, 

To visit nature's flowery lawn I 

Nor less to seek at eventide 

His presence in flowers — still not dfenied. 

And as their fragrant forms I view, 

In the cup perceive the honey dew, 

Methinks 'tis nature's highest ch6er 

T' imagine an angel breathing there ! 

Nor can I e'er relinc[uish thl^. 

Till I gather ftowcr^ m Y wraAcvs^ . 
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XXI. 




ffmiKg^t. 



How sweetly serene 

Is the moonlight scene, 

While we breathe the ambrosial air ! 

So softly astute, 

When the last note is mute, 

That it seems like the spirit of prayer. 

Creation's new mom. 

In its bud just bom. 

With its freshness compare we it right ; 

As we glide thro' the hour, 

'Neath an unseen power. 

While the heart's pusle is cool with delight 

And the noiseless step 

'Bove the earth is kept, 

Not to rufie fair thought in its dreams ; 

And the light descends. 

Like the smiles of a friend, 

As a pensiveness intervenes. 
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Thb numerous blessings we eigoj, 

Should each our ardent thanks employ, 

For be the boon, or great, or small, " 

Our dearest Saviour bought them all ! 

Bought them at what a price we know, 

Who to the Bible early go. 

And little children should thus learn, 

That e'en their infant hearts may bum, 

Towards Him who gives them homes and food, 

And then commands them to be good. 

Good ! and can they be naughty then ? 

When Jesus says he'll come again, 

And take good children home with him ; 

Where they shall live all free from sin, 

Or^pain, or ill, or anything 

That's bad ; and there shall ever sing. 

In bowers of bliss, where flowers bloom, 

And harps are strung to sweetest tune, 

And walks are paved with purest gold ; 

Nay, there are more than can be told. 

Of pleasures, joys, and sweets above, 

For children who their Saviour love. 
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XXIII. 



% iffo ^ti 



Mamma ! I slept so nice last night, 

In my new little bed ; 
The pretty curtains looked so white. 

Drawn all around my head. 
Do you think the little beggar-boy. 

That came the other day, 
Would not my nice new bed enjoy? 

That he would, I daresay. 

MAMMA. 

Yes, many a one comes to the door, 
Who has no bed at all ; ^ 

But huddles up upon the floor, 
Beneath a cold bare wall. 
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CHILD. 



O, dear Mamma, you make me cry ! 

Should I not give him mine ? 
He ought to sleep as well as I, 

And have a Ma' as kind. 



MAMMA. 

You pity this poor boy, and should, 

Because he is so poor ; 
But you would cry love, if you could 

Know one who was still more. 
He had not where to lay his head, 

No pillow nor a floor, 
Nor house, nor home, nor yet a bed. 

And yet He loves you more 
Than I can do — and gives you more, 

Indeed, He first gives me ; 
Tho' He himself was very poor. 

All the good things you see. 

CHILD. 

Mamma, I know now who you mean, 

'Tis Jesus I yes, I know. 
For in my picture-book Fve seen 

Him thus — you told me so ! 
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But why was he so poor, Mamma ? 

When he is so rich now ? 
You say he lives ahove the stars^ 

And made them all — ^but how ? 

MAMMA. 

How he first made the sun and stars^ 

Indeed, I cannot tell ; 
But why the Saviour came so far, 

With sinful men to dwell, 
I know ! it was because he loves 

To take them all to him ; 
To show the way to heaven above. 

And teach them not to sin. 
And we must love him — ^tell me, do 

Tou love him now, indeed ? 
Tes, yes, you must, since he loves you» 

And ^ves you all you need. 
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XXIV. 



Jfortip S|flrts. 



• 

Thbbe's a land where the breezes are fresh and serene. 
Where the flowers are all white, and their leaves ever- 
green, 
The inhabitants blest, indeed ! 

Where no sun's need bj day, nor moon beams bj night ; 
** For the Lamb in the midst," is its glorious light ! 
And that light 's ne'er extinct ! — ^thus we read. 
Who would waste a thought. 
On the glimpse that is caught ! 
Of its pleasures below, when they fade ? 
If its mere shadows give 
Us such joy while we live, 
What pure bliss mnst be felt by the dead ! 
I would I could paint, 
All the joys of the saint. 
When his glorified spirit ascends 
To the home of his soul. 
And enjoys uncontroled, 
The bright presence of Jeawa, \aft ^ew.^. 
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pmt. 



What is prayer ? 'Tis rightly said, 

It is not mere thought derived from the head ; 

Nor umneaning words that move, the air ; 

Neither of these is truly prayer. 

No— prayer is thought from the heart returned 

To the Grod, that inspired it, and bids it bum. 

As a flame tow'rd the throne for his special grace ; 

And arises wherever the soul finds a^lace. 
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xxvin. 

Wild flowers blooming I 

Who will rqjoice with me? 

That our own hedge-rows 

Are not left to feel vacancj. 

There's the wild rose climbing with ecstasy, 

And the woodbine twining with no less glee. 

Raising bowers to prptect 

The meek violet ; 

With the delicate primrose bleading. 

With its sweet perfume. 

They are our own^ 

We repeat — and they need no mending. 

We cull from these 

Lov'd flowers and trees, 

Which adorn our banks, 

And with modesty rank ; 

That flower we prefer to brilliancy 

Of foreign attire ; 

For the mind that's acquired^ 

Where this flower is less prized than the tulip tree, 

Whose colouring high with the many obtain, 

'Mid the flowers of grace the highest name. 
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I0me. 



We love to sit where friends have been : 

Their memory leaves a fragrance there ; 
But where the Saviour once was seen, 

What with its sweetness can compare ? 
He went to Bethany, his home ; 

For there his spirit found a rest. 
And what within the name can come, 

Save that wherein the spirit's blest ? 
All other portals are but mean. 

Compared with this, — ^whence oft proceeds 
A love superior to all seen, 

Or e'er expressed by words or deeds. 
I love to hover near this place ! 

Altho' but visitor as He ! 
For none of all the human race 

So near, and dear, has claim on me ! 
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C|e |l0fffetrj^ 



Look here ! look here ! 

I've climbed that tree ! 

And taken down the nest, you gee ! 

It was a rook's, which you said spoiled 

Full wheat enough for any child. 

And my poor father has so many, 

We can't afford to spare them any ! 

Bread is so scarce with us poor men, 

To take another Td dimb again. 

Tou'r very jealous, said the farmer, 

Tet lad, I hope you will not harm her ! 

She is God's creature, so you see, 

She must be fed as well as we. 

True, Sir. May I not feed on her, if dressed, 

Shell make us a delicious feast, 

And I am craving for some meat ! 

We seldom have so great a treat. 

Farmer. — ^Do you crave, " The bread of life 

indeed ?" 
With which God promised all to feed ! 
Who climb by faith, as you the tree, 
And '^ Zaccheus the Lord to see !" 
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ijl^t i>Bm Jfratk. 



Mabia ocanes runniog in, imc( 

Taking the party by surf^riae. 

See here ! O see, my frock is torn ! 

And never can again be worn. 

'Twas Fido tore it aU to pieces^ 

His mischief every day increases. 

Aiid then as if not in disgraee> 

He barked a laugh quite in my face. 

Oh dear! Oh dear! What shall I do ? 

'Twa^t the la9t fVock yoit bought me new. 

Her brother laughs, Fapa iy)W chides, 

Her Mpthei? calls her to her side ; 

And whispering tells her not to cry^ 

Ai|d she another frock will buy. 

If out Fido's book shell take 

A leaf that should her better make : 

Twas thi^ — when chastisment wa3 trying, 

She would not make bad wofse, by crying ; 
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But seek with smiles, at least content, 
To bear deserved punishment. 
Remembering she had often marred 
Her conduct more by the last word, 
Than the bad act at first had done ; 
By adding yet another on. 
Then told her, what the Bible taught. 
That Grod observes our every thought. 
And tells us when we're punished here 
For faults ! — We patiently must bear 
The chastisment without repining, 
And adding to them thus, by sinning ; 
But if unmerited, we bear 
The censure — God has taught us there 
To seek the praise fcom Him, and He 
Will us reward accordingly. 
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XXXII. 



€\t l^tMmtL 



A beggar once appeared before 

The gate of my country house ; 
The guardian mastiff bark'd and tore, 

Its inmates to arouse. 
At length the contest led me there, 

To make the assailants cease, 
And see who thus had ventured near 

To interrupt my peace. 
I saw the tattered raiment- worn. 

The applicant appeared ; 
And tho' abject and quite forlorn. 

My presence seemed to cheer. 
A long petition — little used, 

Was pressed for me to take ! 
While musing if I should refuse, 

I saw — for " My Lord's sake !" 
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I then read on ; and found the same, 

Had come from one I knew ; 
Then saw transcribed the honored name 

Of him on whom I drew ; 
Thence hesitated not to grant 

The suppliant his boon ! 
Andy being in immediate want, 

He to the ground bowed down. 
The simile directly came — 

As flash across my heart — 
I saw myself in plight the same, 

And took the b^gar's part. 
I raised mj eye-— stood at the gate 

Of mercy I — crthred a share 
Of boons bestowed for Jesu's sake ! 

Who presents genuine prayer. 
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XXXIII. 



§entk«ess. 



Gentleness beaming from eyes of love, 
Like the glance, of fair beings of light above. 
Dispels the look of sadness. 

The light dei^ends 
To remotest ends 
Of the world of heart ! 
And its sweetness imparts 
To the answering eye, a gladness. 
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XXXIV. 



%ntt. 



Anger makes the face its own, 

And laves the heart in gall ; 
The flashing eye— the threatening frown — 

Have no compeer at all ; 
Except in forms of ill below, 

Whose place is darkness drear ! 
Sad sin it was that made them so, 

And sin makes us so here. 
Ah ! who would imitate the lost ? 

Tho' angels they once were ! 
On beds of Grod's just vengeance tos't ! 

Instead of dwelling where 
They once enjoyed a calm abode« 

And harmony, and peace ; 
And held communion with their God, 

Where discord finds no place. 
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XXXV. 



%l^t Cj^astistment^ 



Mr. B * * * on one occasion, 
Chastised his son for an evasion. 
While holding up the whip in hand, 
And bidding the offender stand 
To take his fatherly correction, 
As promised on a late defection ; 
He saw a tear bedew the eye ! 
And heard the quickly breathed sigh ; 
And marked anon with deep emotion, 
The glance that seemed to speak devotion. 
He asked — My son, what is thy thought, 
That seems by inspiration taa^ht ? 
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4 

He turned — Mj father, all my shame, 

Is pardoned in the Saviour's name ! 

For Grod's own Word 'tis written in — 

" Christ's hlood shall cleanse from every sin." 

Shall I not then repenting i^% 

The pardon given for Jesu's sake ? 

Take it my son, the father cried ! 

" And sin no' more," " In truth abide." 
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XXXVI. 



dli^a. 



A Parent's tenderness is owned, 

By every breast the world around. 

'Tis God's own voice that speaks within ! 

With the first breath the germ is seen ! 

It bids the infant — just attained 

To life— to tell by moans its pain. 

This instinct fondles o'er the form 

Of budding liie— 'neath northern storms. 

O'er burning sands, and sultry skies, 

In equal balance it will rise : 

Yet there are breasts so strained to ill. 

Led captive at the Tempter's will ! 

They go boyond what he foresaw ! 

Do violence to nature's law : 

Take back the boon that nature gave. 

And make e'en buoyant children slaves. 
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Tvras thus — Ah ! darkest theme ! It stands 

A stain, a blot — on sister lands 2 

£liza I thj fair name shall be 

Enshrined in perpetuity ! 

And angels shall record it there, 

Where every slave is heard in prayer. 
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XXXVII. 



^t ^maran% 



I STOLE a glance at the Amaranth ! 

I thought the stem looked iirm, 
I saw its leaves — ^like wirey sheaves, 

Bepel the wintry storm. 
Dim time, I said, hath o'er thee no power ! 

Thy life is a sheltered date ; 
Thy tints fade not with the passing hour. 

Thy substance is new — unique thy fate. 
Methinks a gracious spirit breathes. 

Within thy wirey stem and leaves ; 
A spirit that tells of a home in heaven, 

Where perennial life and joys are given. 
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xxxvm. 



C|e Sleeping ^ak 



He is not d«ad — but slei^peth ! 

'Neath an angel'd wing above ! 
Where the Spirtt vigils keepelh 
Cer the jewels of Hfe love. 

Touch him not ! lest he awflketh 

Frotn peaceful repose even now. 
Lest the rude touch he mistaketh 
For the flowers that crown his brow ; 
And respond to 1^ pressure weeping, 

And the pain that he felt be rienewed ; 
Wake him not ! see how placid he^s sleepkig ! 
And not e'en a dream can intrude. 

Ah ! awake hun not ! — Sot behold ! 

How the angd hath ick)sed his ejres ; 
While his downjr^wings unfold^ 
'fo bear bM<K to the skies< 
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XXXIX. 



^istMmt 



Mrhat ! stand so near the fire again I 
Have you so soon forgot the pain 
You one day felt ? when a live coal 
Flew out the fire, and burnt a hole 
In jour nice frock ; and tho' the harm 
Was soon relieved — not so jour arm ! 
You recollect the sore it made, 
And made jou crj, and be afraid 
To come so near the fire-fiUed grate I 
But jou've neglected this of late. 
Unmindful too of m j command, 
When I have not been just at hand ; 
But mark ! There is another nigh, 
Who sees all things ! — Tho' jon and I 
Cannot see Him-*-He bids us fear 
To sin alone, as when one's near. 
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XL. 



15^0^%. 



What is is Hydropathy, Sir ? said Ann 

One day to a friend — a medical man, 

Who thinking the subject for her too abstruse. 

Would so frame the reply as to turn it to use ; 

Said — ^'Tis taking cold water according to rule. 

As some do their studies, — and you learn at school ; 

Some dive deep into books — ^you just taste of the 

same ; 
And some fathom those stores as from heaven they 

came^ 
Yea, the sparkling crystal beverage, 
And the books we scan to make us sage. 
Are derived from the source and fountain of all I 
One yields strength to the frame — ^the other of soul. 
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CHILD. 

Then you mean that cold water is good. 

If I understand rightly your words ; 

Is that the cause why Jesus said — 

He never shall lose his reward. 

Who a cup of cold water bestows 

On a poorer disciple than he ? 

And '^ The little ones'* mea^ I suppose. 

Those he loves^-^'^n stich children as we ! 

FRIEND. 

Cold water is precious indeed ! 
To the Ups as the crystal we preds ; 
And a prayer from those lips should proceed^ 
That the cup which we give may be blest ! 
Yet 'tis not for the sake of the same, 
The reward may be asked or bestowed ; 
. For Jesus has said — ^in His name. 
We alone must expect any good. 
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XLI. 



Sprinklings of ^islron^ 



A seraph once was hoyering o'er 

A Bchool-^iiQt merely at t^e door ; 

But each, and all the youthful heads^ 

Aflsome there spelt, and some there read ; 

He whispered to the listening ear, 

And breathed success ! — The unapt cheered 

And music was to this that learned ; 

But discord to the ear that turned . 

From books to trifles — ^flitting by. 

The merely painted butterfly. 
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XLII. 



^M Simts^ 



There was a time ! tradition aays. 

When children learned in different ways ; 

Sometimes from trees, sometimes from brooks- 

As there were then no pretty books. 

A little girl, as I have heard. 

Was running in a poultry yard. 

As little children love to do, 

And I love it, and no doubt you ; 

And being in a curious mood. 

She watched a hen collect her brood. 

As each young chick came to its moth^. 

She saw it 'neath her spread wings covered. 

What was the lesson she then took, 

From simple nature's own text book ? 

That parents care for all their young ! 

And then she tripped away, and sung. 



OLDEN TIMES. 

My parents care for me, then ! — So 

I'll to them now directly go, 

And prove that I care for them too, 

By pleasing them in all I do. 

Pwas well she learned this simple lesson ! 

Obedience true insures Grod's blessing ! 

But had she had a bible then, 

She might have learnt from Uiis same hen 

The lesson of a higher love ; 

By Jesus set — ^the Lord above. 

Who for his children always cares, 

And sees their fears, and hears their prayers — 

And watches over them for good, 

And gathers them, as hens their brood, 

Beneath his gracious, outspread wings, 

And to his courts of glory brings. 
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XLin. 



^mcntkr Pt. 



5. 



Bamembered ! how sweet to be I 

E'en Jesus said, " Hem^nber me I" 

Can wpi^d of deeper import be, 

Than the lost friend's — " Qemember me !" 

Remember^ce }& love's l^t link ; 

Rememberance till we cease to think. 

Remember ! Word of agony 

At parting said ! Remember me ! — 

Remember ! Fondest hope of one 

From friends or kindred ever gone ! 

Nor distance parts, or land or sea, 

When hope points — some Remember me ! 
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XLIV. 



Simple ll^times for Simple Iftinbs, 



That Jesus little children loves, 
His eyery act of mercy proves. 
He blessed them in their mother's arms ! 
He keeps them every day from harm ! 
And while he keeps their bodies so, 
He guards their little spirits too. 
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XLV. 



%\t i>\m. 



I WOULD not waste my little strength, 

In trifles to amuse the mind. 
I would attain, at greater length, 

To those which hare a grace combined I 
I would not lisp a theme while here, 

Nor such a theme indite- 
As would not pass with me to share 

With themes all infinite ! 
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XLVI. 






Shb gaye a Rose ! 'twas but a bud ! 
Yet it spake of its own maker — God ! 
'Twas not a moss — ^the stem was bare — 
But sweetness dwelt in essence there. 
Such was this Rose I a Bible came. 
From one who took it. This, the same, 
Express'd of sweetness in its leaves, 
While added grace its semblance gives. 
And mark! the Rose that this contained, 
Was one with its great Maker's hand. 
Its blossoms full, its form so fair. 
That Nature's with it can't compare. 
What the Rose gave to grateful sense 
Was drawn from Sharon's Rose ! for thence 



74 THE ROSE AKD THE BIBLE ! AND THE BOSK 

OF THE BIBLE. 

All fragrance flows — ^proportions fair^ 
And tinted leayes— jet His hues wear. 
To spirits by His power refined, 
A higher charm than this combined. 
As memory's message of esteem ; 
For ^ Sharon's Rose was to redeem 
A pledge once borne on Eden's breeze. 
When Love sought man among tiie trees. 
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XLvn. 



®|ie Greater anb % fm. 



They havie rolled away the stone, papa t 
They have rcdled away the stone I 

That Julius placed to mark how far 
The garden wall should Gome« 

PAPA. 

If twice ten thousand stones were knoved^ 

And twice as many more, 
Not half so mighty would they prove 

As one that was placed before^ 

SON. 

What stone, papa ? I never knew 
Of but one that was so placed ! 

And what could move it whence it grew ! 
I should think it wa^ on some waste I 



76 THE GREATER AND THE LESS. 

PAPA. 

N09 it was in a garden ; near 

Jerusalem it stood ! 
'Twas that which barred the Sepulchre 

Where slept " The Just and Good." 
But angels had observed it there. 

And rolled it quite awaj. 
That it might not obstruct the path 

Of Jesus: "The third day." 
How oft we pass this passage o'er. 

As one without a name, 
Yet none in the whole Bible more 

Our interests can claim. 
Tell me my child, should jou awake 

As Jesus when he rose ; 
Would 70U not then your bed forsake. 

And leave your sleeping clothes ? 

SON. 

Ah ! yes, papa ! and thus I see 
He left his graveclothes there, 

To teach us, that we might with him, 
His rising glory share ! 
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XLVIII. 



|ms S%t. 



As I pillow my head to close my ejes. 

My spirit is rapt in the thought 

How the Saviour slept, 

While the rude breeze swept 

O'er the vessel so wondrously fraught ; 

So unmindful he seemed 

While the sea-bird screamed^ 

And disciples hard toiled for the shore, 

But the moment they prayed, 

His hand he laid 

On the storm — and it raged no more. 
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XLIX. 



%\t mtt. 



Fve just reeeiTed a note &om Ben^ 

Who says he'U write to you, and then 

He will explain how 'William Bell 

Into sad dudgeon lately fell ; 

But said he knew 'twould please me mosk^ 

To hear he did not pay the cost. 

He's such a fayourite in the school, 

Tho' he so often breaks, the rules, 

That dear, good natured Mr. Law,, 

Who is the first class monitor, 

Has taken on himself the blam^ 

And piud the fine, and borne the shame. 

Nor is this, Sir, the only time. 

That he has borne another's crime ; 

Was it not generous thus of him. 

To bear the blame of others sin ? 
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TUTOB. 

Tou rightly call him generous, 
To answer for another thos : 
But Mr. Bell is his best friend 
And patron, on whom he depends ; 
And had so manj favours shown^ 
When he was yet a child at home. 
But there is one more generous far, 
Than even your good Mr. Law ; 
Who bore the shame and paid the fine. 
For every sin of yours and mine. 

PUPIL. 

My sins ! oh, Sir ! impossible ! 
There's no one knows me half so well. 

TUTOE. 

^Tis He, dear Charles, that knows us all I 
Tlie Saviour promised at the fall. 
Which sacred pledge He then redeemed. 
When He as a malefactor seemed 
To bear the shame for you and me. 
And paid the fine on Calvary. 
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L. 



^latilr Sleep. 



Placid sleep, like the flowing stream. 

Seems not to touch a shore ; 

Its ripples move, , 

Like the smiles of love, 

Its surface no ruffle deplores ! 

So the spirits that rests 

On Jesu's breast, 

When the body is calmlj reposing, 

Floats along the way 

To eternal daj. 

Naught its sleep-like refluence opposing. 
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LI. 



%1^ |lo$d C^Iknr. 



Thb Princes and Princesses oome ! 
See ! see ! Fm sorry Fm not one ! 
They haye not anytlung to do 
But ride about m^ talk ! Don't you ? 



GOVERNESS. 

If talking dear would make one glad, 
Fm sure you never would be sad. 

CHILD. 

Yea, I can talk as well as they ; 
But then Fve lessons every day, 
And cannot take my pleasure so ; 
And how I wonder where they'll go ! 
Perhaps it is to take a drive, 
To see how other people live. 
If they looked here, Fm sure they'd pity 
Poor moping lesson-learning Kitty. 
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GOVERNESS. 

Mj dear^ jou're quite ridicolotis 
To rattle on and fancy thus ! 
Do jou suppose because thej live 
Within a palace, that can give 
A right, or anj mere pretence 
To act as if thej had not sense ? 
Or would it fit them for their station. 
As princes of so great a nation ? 

CHILD. 

No, not the princes. The princesses 1 
And did jou see their splendid dresses? 

GOVERNESS. 

I did not, dear, but will engage, 
They're not beyond thdr parentage. 

CHILD. 

Then would I were a great princess ! 
Thatil might have so rich a dress ! 
But I have no papa or ma', 
And know not even who they were. 

GOVERNESS. 

What woqld you think were I to say, 
You might be just as great as they ? 
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Your parentage is high, and claims 
That yon should not disgrace your name. 
He whom you call your father, lives, 
A king in his glory, and he gives 
You all you ask, and he will dress 
You richly too, as a princess. 
Then ask him this, dear child, and say. 
My father teach me how to pray ! 
My father Grod, so clothe my mind 
With wisdom, make it meek and kind. 
That I may live as princess here. 
And be prepared with thee to appear ; 
So will He grant you this request. 
And you will then be richly dressed, 
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LII. 



§m)f Itatttw, 



GrOOD natare sits not in a corner sleeping. 

By fits and starts arising. 
It is best expressed 

Bj an herb when pressed, 
Giviiig sweetness, the pressure surprising ! 

When Jesus appeared, 
Some loved him, some feared. 

Some envied, some hated him too ; 
Yet the pressure he felt 

Could his heart only melt, 
And love-tears firom his eyes often drew ; 

So our own should appear 
To all those that are dear. 

And no less to the feeble and frail, 
Since our own feelings claim 

From another the same. 
And too often outbalance the scale 1 
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Mil. 



i;^rjfl0krs 0f rq "^mkxxt 



I WILL form a wreath of the flowers I have. 

Some are lovely, and these are the flowers I love. 

Can distaste obtain where the rose is sweet ? 

Can the violet that creeps around our feet, 

Find a place in the wreath we form ? 

Yes, 111 twine them both, 

As of highest worth ; 

These the front of my wreath shall adorn ! 

Then the lily, one bud for its purity sought, 

A position above the rest, 

Alone shall grace 

A special place 

In my wreath, in the right hand space. 

I have tulips too ; say, shall they be denied. 

With pansies, and stocks, and London-pride, 

To be clustered there. 
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Tho' the lowest their share, 

In my wreath of dowerets sweet, and rare I 

With the jesamine, 

With its pliant stem. 

And its white sprigs form the band ; 

To unite the whole, 

And with grace control 

The charms of my garland* 
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LIV. 



<$n smug a €^Wb attention ht)t m \tx 



Who can tell but an angel^s wing was spread, 
O'er the simple child as she nds'd her head ? 
And was fanning the flame of the ardent tale. 
As it flowed from the lips of her friend, and availed. 
In her heart to respond to the hope that was meant, 
Nor less so to the voice of the spirit that sent* 
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LV. 



§tm of i\t §tm. 



The islands redeemed from the ocean-caves 
With their coral reefs and palmy groves, 
Whose strands alone the ocean now laves. 
And whose hills and dales the native loves. 
Have the " Southern Cross*' reflected o'er, 
Their lovelj lakes at eventide : 
And enjoy their Sabhaths as much, or more. 
Than the elder lands in all their pride. 
Samoan chiefs taught the choral strain. 
To Jehovah's high glory and power, 
Sing aloud the loved theme till it reaches again. 
Our far off English shore. 
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LVl. 



ij\t ^uestim 



Pray answer this question, now pray do ! 
Said Henry to his sisters two. 
IVe read this tale, and here you see 
A long hard word — Directory. 

YOUNGER SISTER. 

Ah, Hal, you're simple now indeed I 
Next you will say you cannot read, 
Why 'tis as plain as plain can be ; 
Papa has a Directory. 
It answers to your question gives, 
It tells you where the people live. 

o 
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SECOND SISTER. 

Nay, now Maria, I find 70a read; 

Bat not explain so clear indeed. 

List, Hal, m tell jou what it means 1 

The other morning down the lanes. 

We wandered far beyond the ridge. 

That's by the rivulet and bridge ; 

And as no one was passing near, 

We really once began to fear, 

And so sat down to rest awhile, 

Upon a pretty crooked stile, 

When Martha spied out just beyond, 

A turning near the large duck-pond. 

A guide-post too, we there espied. 

And thought for joy we should have cried. 

It told us our way home, and we 

Found it a good directory. 

And there is still a better yet. 

Than that upon the highroad set I 

So plain and simple it is made. 

That any little child may read. 

Now yon can guess it I dare say ; 

You read the book this very day ! 

CHILD. 

I read but one — ^look bere — ^^wn «efe\ 
The Bible is not a directory \ 
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SISTEB. 

And why not Hal ? Does it not say, 
This is ! and that is not the way ? 

MARIA. 

And is the Bible then a guide, 
As that you saw by the wayside ? 
When you were rambling alone, 
And does it show us the way home ? 

SI6TER. 

The Bible does, indeed, Maria, 
Show us the home that we desire ! 
A home with Jesus Christ in heaven. 
Which Grod to every ohe has given 
Who reads His Word, observes, and learns, 
And by His Holy Spirit turns, 
Along the way that's marked by grace, 
God's owii highway of holiness. 
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LVII. 



fittk ^miln. 



There lived a flower! did you ever see, 

One floweret of a family ! 

In iragrance rise above the rest, 

With a superior essence blest ? 

No moral culture made it so ! 

It seemed an angel dropped below ! 

From out the paradise above, 

Where flowers are dressed by the hand of love. 

It was a favourite at home ! 

Yet thence it was allowed to roam, 

And find a place in my parterre ; 

Where I nurtured it with the greatest care. 
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No pruning touch was of avail ! 

Its leaves expanded to the gale, 

And thence returned the whispering breeze, 

In gentle gracefulness and ease ! 

Did Jesus go to Bethany ! 

She loved to follow Him and see, 

The lovely group of flowers there ; 

The withered rose raised by His care. 

And placed once more in its earthly bower, 

To tell of His grace and lordly power ! 

Did the breeze from the Mount echo back his 

loved prayer ! 
She loved to respire this favoured air ! 
Did she hear in the desert His gracious voice, 
With its lilies and myrtles she longed to rejoice. 
And as Jesus ascended you would see her glad 

eye. 
With its beauty, expanded her breast with a sigh, 
So expectantly raised, as if ready to go 
To her home in the heavens, leaving us here 

below ; 
To follow as she did, the Saviour she loved, 
Then to live with her there in the garden above. 
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Lvm. 



C^e Wmiat. 



CHILD. 

Mamma ! a yisitor is come ! 
I heard a knock, pray ring for John ! 
I never heard such knocks before ; 
I long to see who's at the door. 

MAMMA. 

Be who it may, 'tis not for you, 
So cahnly all your tasks pursue^ 
While I remind you of a Meiid, 
TF2io oft to you a message sen^ 
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CHILD. 

Oh f dear Mamma I do tell me who ? 
You know I have no friend but jou ! 

MAMMA. 

Indeed, my love, Fm quite sincere,. 
And he I mean, is very near. 

CHILD, 

Then shall I guess? Tis my Papa, 
Or brother James, or dear Maria ? 

MAMMA. 

No ; not e'en those whom you have named. 
Can love you aa does this dear Mend, 
^is Jesus ! He has said <^ I stand 
Before the door with uplift hand ; 
I knock,'' and only ask a place 
Where you admit your other guests, 
Your best affections unrestrained, 
A visitor at home sustained, 
To go wherever you may go, 
And have a share in all you do. 
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LIX. 



iime. 



" Time, as a tell-tale," has oft been named. 

And the waste of it is but too far-famed ; 

Nor can any deny its power. 

Like a railway-train it rashes away, 

And leaves the station every day. 

Nor stops to descry the hour. 
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LX. 



^leasnw. 



Simple pleasures soothe the mind, 
FoUy and mirth axe like the wind, 
Tempestuous whirling thought around, 
Till neither peace nor joy is found. 
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LXI. 



^\t ^mbro&trj. 



Here ma'am is my embroiderj, 
Fve done the roses, only see ! 
How beautiful the colours blend ! 
In that sweet bud just at the &e^. 
Now do not tooch it Emily, 
Or I shali be so angry ! 

GOVERNESS. 

Then take an argument from this, 
As you love your work, Grod loves His, 
We are His workmanship, and we 
From every blemish should be free ; 
Then if our hearts by sin are marred, 
We grieve the Spirit of the Lord. 
If you would not like Emily 
To tarnish your embroidery, 
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Which can endure but for a day, 

How much more grieved must God be ! saj, 

To see you, His own work, defiled. 

Never forgets you are His child ! 

And if to sin you once are tempted, 

Let this embroidery prevent it. 
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LXII. 



C|e ^ak. 



Lend me your wing — ^ye favoured ones, 

With their plumage of silver and gold, 

I will yield you my home, 

With its pleasures to come ; 

And my robes of a meaner mould. 

In drear winter you might 

With its pleasures unite. 

Comforts lasting, and suited to you ; 

But my hopes often soar. 

My affections still more. 

To the source whence those comforts I drew. 

All the blessings you scan, 

Are but given to man. 

To inform him of better on high ; 

So had I your wings, 

I would leave meaner things, 

And resort to the worlds in the sky. 
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LXUI. 



draritg. 



PAPA. 

Yes, yes, I see you've not forgot 
Your hoop, and bat and ball ; 

But yet I hope, John, you have not 
Thus spent your little all. 

BOY. 

Oh no. Papa ! I've still I trust. 

Twopence in my toy drawer ; 
Because you said I ever must. 

Give something to the poor. 
I read " The good Samaritan," 

Who gave twopence you know, 
To nurse the poor, sick, wounded man, 

When he had found him so. 
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m 

PAPA. 

You're right, my boj ! and Jesus sajs, 
Give to the poor, " For he 

That doth this to the least of these, 
Hath done it unto me." 
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LXIV. 



m\^ k foe fibt k f 



You taught me yesterday, Mamma, 
God made us all — I know thus far ; 
Made us for what ? to fail and fade ? 

MAMMA. 

For no such purpose were we made. 

CHILD. 

Why do we live, Maimxiai^ da ^vj^ 
Let this be the leaaon 5at \ft-^wj . 
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MAMMA. 

What live for? 'some have asked the mind, 
It is a blessing e*en to find ! 
It is to know, and love, and see. 
And live in grateful harmony ; 
It is to learn, yes, more, much more, 
Than those have learned who lived before. 
That we may each our station fill. 
According to our Maker's will. 
Then having done His will divine, 
'Tis in His image pure to shine, 
With angels in that sacred place, 
Where we shall see Him face to face. 



fe5:^0^5=5> 
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LXV. 



C^e §xt6ns. 



The groves haxmonious with the song 
Of birds, the bosom cheers ; 

And leads the mind with a spell along 

^ The avenue of years. 

First back to time when simple toys 
Grave pleasure to the heart ; 

Then forward on to higher joys, 
Where angels share a part. 
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LXVI. 




t ^0rkrers. 



All smatters in learning are 

As Borderers in olden times ! 
Assuming by the garb they wear 

A place in too diverging climes. 
They would be of the highest clan ! 

But this the bond disclaiming — 
They're placed upon the sliding plane. 

Both high, and low disdaining. 
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LXVII, 



€\)t Mxmii 



o v^ 



I DREAMT, — some dreams are traced 

To the heart's imaginings ; 
When reason by sleep is chased, 

And sense adopts broad wings. 
I dreamt ! This was my dream — 

I paced the aerial spheres. 
And this nether orbid gleamed 

With a thousand ambient spears I 
But not one had yet reached our zone, 

To darken the new made sun ; 
For the stars around the throne 

Their first anthem had just begun ! 
Then I saw a new risen form, 

Of a majesty higher than man ; 
And the bosom of earth had been torn 

For materials to furnish the plan. 
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This was Adam ! Just sprung from the hand 

Of his Maker ! In glory he stood, 
As the seraphs in heaven now stand. 

And as radiant in primeval good. 
Then I saw that he prostrate became, 

As if aught him of life had bereaved, 
And another fair being — the same, ^ 

By his side had arisen ! 'Twas Eve ! 
All their glory I' cannot define, 

For they lived in the presence of Him, 
Whose bright image reflected^-enshrined 

Them in radiance and beauty — no sin ! 
But ere long these were banished from thence. 

And this blissful estate was quite lost ; 
They had yielded to the pleasure of sense. 

And their Maker^s design had thus crossed. 
I could witness no more ; for the shock 

Of the incident called me again 
To the earth as it is ! I awoke 

To perception of sorrow and pain. 
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Lxvin. 



%\t Siirst. 



I AM sorrj you sent our nurse away ! 
Dear Aunt — I thought the other day 
You said you liked her much. 

AUNT, 

I have my child ! it would not do 
To keep her as a nurae for you. 
Unless quite fit for such. 

CHILD. 

But surely if you liked her Ma'am, 
She could not be unfit ! and then 
We liked her too, she was as kind 
As any friend ! besides her mind 
Was polished, gentle, and aerexv^^ 
As any one I've ever aeeiu 
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AUNT. 

Tis true, I found it so, and would 
Betain her for you if I could ; 
But notwithstanding all this grace 
She is not fit for such a place. 
True, servants I require my dear, 
Who are as fit as they appear ! 
Good, active, useful agents, sage. 
To do the work that they engage, 
As Grod of me each day demands, 
Or he will furnish other hands 
To do the work that I should do. 
And send me where the idle go. 
It is not for my grace and ease, 
Possessing powers that others please^ 
*Tis Him I must sincerely serve, 

• 

And never from my duty swerve. 
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LXIX. 



ij\t |ek 



Jesus was himself a Jew ! 

Then I must love the Jews ; 
And not as many persons do, 

Their very name abuse. 
The Scriptures too by Jews were writ, 

As God indited them ; 
The Bible first, 'ere Jesus jet 

Had visited us men. 
The prophets ! called of old the Seers, 

Because they told before 
The time when Jesus was to appear^ 

A thousand years ox mox^. 
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The Apostles, too, were Jews ! and thej 

Wrote holy books 70a know, 
When Jesus Christ was gone away 

To heaven, where we would go. 
And some told that hell come again. 

His promise to fulfil, 
To take ns firom this world of pain. 

To one that fears no ilL 
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LXX. 



C|i f «sm 



CHILD. 

Mamma — ^this lesson is so hard ! 
I cannot learn a single word, 
I have kept my eye fixed on the page, 
And tried my utmost to engage, 
What you would call my enegies ! 
And it seems worse the more I try. 

MAMMA. 

My dear there still is one more plan, 
Try thifr — I think youllleam it then ! 
And tho' a plan that's rwrekj used, 
And may indeed be much abused, 
Yet followed witii a jeadous care, 
Would useful prove to «iJ\— ^ll\a^T«5^^\ 
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LXXI. 




A THOUGHT on God, e're infancy 

Can scarce be said to cease, 
Is pleasing in the sight of Him 

Who formed the child to please. 
A thought on Grod e're youth decline. 

Or life be said to bloom, 
Is welcome to the Saviour's breast. 

Whence it receives perfume. 
A thought on Grod in life'« fair prime 

When mental power's mature 
Beceivea a gift replete mt\i \ove, 
As love itself secure. 



A THOUGHT. 115 

« 

A thought on God 'ere life's leaf fades 

Attunes the heart to joy, 
When other notes, tho* high their grade 

The immortal spirit cloy. 
Such thoughts on Grod successively 

Thro' life — from Grod shall be — 
An earnest of the soul's reward 

To all eternity. 



fes^^<S^^5^:9> 



116 



LXXIL 



^t Panger. 



The cradled babe repeats to me 
The lesson of deep humility, 
Which the Saviour taught in the manger placed, 
While his head with a halo of glory was graced ! 
Indeed there is nothing that does not tell. 
Of the love he bears his creatures ! — So well , 
Has he scented the flowers — adorned the trees, 
And ripened the fruits, and scattered the sheaves ; 
Bid the hills, and the dales, and the rivers rejoice 
As they own in the breezes His gladdening voice. 
But His finished work is His creature — man, 
Whom He shelters from harm in His infinite span ; 
And when " Time is no longer" — He'll stiU shelter those 
Who have sought on the arm of His grace to repose. 
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LXXIII. 



latientt 



Patience seems a tedious name ! 

'Tis not a favourite, 
With those who vainly put in claim 

To be accounted bright. 
'Tis only such as know its use, 

And seek that use to share, 
Who can their minds quite disabuse 

Of the injurious slur. 



lis 



LXXIV. 



moa mm 



An angel's voice once swept the note 
To the golden lyre — and its sounds still float 
In the tranced air — ^whose pliant sense, 
Yields to the touching influence. 
Grood-will to all, is the lovely theme. 
And Glory beyond an angel's dream. 
Which the buoyant air can not sustain, 
But reverberates the ethereal strain 
Till the generous breast at each sound that falls. 
Lives anew in the hope that its voice recalls. 
Again — ^'tis too grand for the space it fills, 
And the chemic power of love distils. 
The exuberance felt on all around, 
ZrJke dew upon the passive ground, 
TjU each breathes the glad note of the an^eX «i;w;8^xi^ 
H^igbest glory to God — and " Good ViW Ioyj^vt^ m^Tir 
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LXXIV. 



^t €m. 



Some have named the tear a pearly gem, 
Yet this gem on vain trifles have wasted, 

They would not again 

Shed such tears, had they then 
The pleasure of sympathy tasted. 

Has a friend been sad ? 

Has another been glad ? 
Have you shed the tear of joy ? 

As the crystal fell 

Did it ever tell 
Of a tear that was free £tora ^o-^"^ 
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I could tell you of this, 

It was a tear of His, . 
Who the value of such too well knew. 

Not to scatter them all — 

O'er the signs of the fall. 
E'en this one, which for friendship He drew. 

Those who saw it exclaimed 

Observe all the pain, 
And His struggle of soul ! it was brief! 

It ascended the skies — 

And bade Lazarus rise ; 
For this tear was the diamond of Hfe. 



END. 
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